This book argues that the history of literary modernism is inextricably connected with that of naturalism. Simon Joyce traces a complex response among aesthetes to the work ofÉmile Zola at the turn of the century, in the process recovering naturalism's assumed compatibility with impressionism as a central cause of their ambivalence. Highlighting a little-studied strain of reflexive naturalism in which Zola's mode of analytical observation is turned upon the authors themselves, Joyce suggests that the confluence of naturalism and impressionism formed the precondition for so-called stream-of-consciousness writing. This style served to influence not only the work of canonical modernists such as James Joyce and
Cambridge University Press has no responsibility for the persistence or accuracy of urls for external or third-party Internet Web sites referred to in this publication and does not guarantee that any content on such Web sites is, or will remain, accurate or appropriate. to its predecessor, The Victorians in the Rearview Mirror. This is partly to do with the subject matter, of course: it's not always easy, and probably not advisable, to deal with naturalism lightheartedly. To reuse the joke with which I invariably begin presentations from this project (a line that most people mentioned here have heard at least once), it can feel like a dirty job; but for reasons I can't quite recall now, I once felt like somebody had to do it. Incredibly, I thought at the time that it would be a quick and easy job to argue for naturalism's formative influence on what I understand literary modernism to have been.
The work has taken a number of detours and redirections over the years, and encountered some delays. Most obviously, I suffered a major health crisis toward the end of writing it that added at least a year to the labor, and threatened to render it wasted. Although they'll probably never read these words, then, my first thanks are to a dedicated network of doctors, nurses, specialists, surgeons, and therapists, without whom this book almost certainly wouldn't exist. Under these circumstances, it hasn't always been easy to write about a literary form that is itself so obsessed with heredity and deterioration. I am very thankful to acknowledge how easy my chairs, colleagues, deans, and administration at the College of William and Mary made it to take medical leave and to resume where I'd left off, which kept the delay to a minimum. Among many others in Williamsburg, I should single out Arthur Knight, who was tirelessly thoughtful and kind as a friend, neighbor, and colleague during that difficult chapter of my life. At greater distances, Stephanie Foote and Chris Foss, as well as old friends in Texas and California, took on the selfless work of keeping my spirits up, for which I'll be forever grateful.
The earlier parts of the project are associated, for the most part, with sunnier summers. I first conceived of it as a book rather than a hunch at an NEH Summer Seminar on "The Decadent 1890s" at UCLA's Clark Nearer still, actually at home, my wonderful family has given immeasurably more of the same. Jenny Putzi remains my best reader and my true love, and has shared all these ups and downs with me while still, somehow, brightening all the days and making everything better. Raising kids together while writing about naturalism hasn't always been an easy combination; parenting too often resembles a Zola-esque hunt for patterns of hereditary transference that can feel egotistical and self-indulgent at times, as if our children's stories can only be our own with minor variations. In writing this book, then, I'm most grateful to Sam and Charley for the lessons they teach me about what Andrew Solomon has called apples that fall far from the tree. I can't picture them any other way, or imagine loving them any more than I do. Beyond their courageous capacity for self-definition, they've given me a boundless strength and an unqualified belief that the best and most beautiful times are always ahead of us.
May the road rise with you all.
